
Stretching my comfort zone 
My week did not start well. 
 
Firstly, on Tuesday I dressed hurriedly in the dark 
(as is my habit), and discovered after our 
Communion Service that my dress was inside out. 
To my chagrin, the fifteen people present had all 
made that discovery before I did! 
 
Then, I discovered that Tik Tok (along with other 
social media platforms) have dismissed skinny jeans 
as uncool, trashy and deeply bad for the planet 

(elastane is apparently unrecyclable). As the ‘skinny’ is my denim life partner, I am 
not only miffed but faced with a conundrum since I have recently purchased two new 
pairs in preparation for casual winter-ware.  Do I cling to my old favourites or do I 
blow my budget in order to follow the crowd and embrace a trendier fit, which 
apparently is a ‘true denim’ look that is ‘thick, stretch-free and more of a statement 
than just an off-duty staple. Think Farrah Fawcett on that skateboard, Thelma and 
Louise mid-road trip, Jane Birkin in her spliced and re-stitched flares’.    
 
In actuality I had a pair of such flares (along with red stitching at the V-knees) when 
I was nine years old and do not intend to repeat the trend again!  In terms of 
comfort- I think I’ll stick to the stretch.  This may relegate me to the deepest 
darkness of ‘uncool’, but I think I’d rather that option, than be uncomfortable, and 
merely follow a trend because of how other people define it- or me. 
 
I have a feeling that my self-esteem will remain unscathed due to both the above 
situations, and I will continue to enjoy my skinnies (although I will endeavour to 
make sure they along with other garments, are not inside out)!   
 
 
 
 
 

  



Again and Again… Lent TWO 
I’m a Black woman who does antiracism 
education and advocacy in a very white 
denomination. I do that work often in the face 
of fierce opposition from fellow Christians, but 
it’s not hard to understand why. Think of the 
times we’ve tried to quiet a friend who was 
going through a tough time, or averted our 
eyes away from someone asking for money at 
a street corner. Approximately 75% of sexual 
assaults in the U.S. go unreported for a 
reason. We don’t exactly incentivize the 
telling of hard truths. 

Hard truths trouble the waters of our 
understanding and challenge notions of what 

is real. For Peter, hearing Jesus foretell his agonizing death and resurrection must 
have made no sense. Just before this, he had named Jesus “Messiah” (and, according 
to other gospels, Jesus in turn named him “Peter”).  

How could the Christ talk like this?  

Peter wants to quiet Jesus. Jesus would instead quiet him. 

At Jesus’ transfiguration, a sight that may have been more in line with Peter’s 
Messianic imagination, he wants to build altars to mark the event. But again, Peter is 
quieted. He is told to listen. 

The Lenten journey calls us to examine the things in which our hearts are invested. 
How important is comfort to us? Would we be willing to listen to hard truths and be 
changed by them even if it proved to be difficult? Or are we committed to the status 
quo because, though it may be imperfect, it’s at least familiar? 

Again and again, we are implored to listen, especially when what we hear is 
unsettling. Repentance means changing direction. Like a heavenly GPS, Spirit is 
highlighting a new path. May we tune our sensors heaven-ward, despite the 
difficulties along the way. 

—Rev. T. Denise Anderson, Coordinator for Racial and Intercultural Justice with the 
Presbyterian Mission 



Transfiguration  
I’m not a good listener. In the midst 
of our national reckoning around 
structural racism and white 
supremacy in the U.S., I’ve found 
that I’ve done a terrible job listening 
to my Black and Brown siblings. 
I constantly have to resist the urge 
to explain myself, to be seen as good 
and antiracist. I try saying all the 
right things, I do performative acts 
of allyship, and quite honestly, I 
need to be quiet and listen. I need to 
be ready to accept criticism, and 
instead of trying to prove anything, I 
need to gain awareness of my 
internalized biases and learned racist 
tendencies and do the difficult work 
of unlearning them in every moment.  

“Get behind me, Satan” (Mark 8:33). 

Here we find Peter stepping in and 
saying all the right things, rejecting 
the notion that Christ must suffer 
and die; but in the end, he’s not 
listening to Jesus. It seems Peter’s 
rejection of this narrative reflects his 
fear of the suffering he also might 
face in following Christ.  

“Let them deny themselves and take up their cross and follow me” (Mark 8:34). 

Six days later, the disciples are called to listen once again. In this image, I zoomed 
out to focus on the moment of Transfiguration. Jesus shines like a beacon atop the 
high mountain while former prophets appear. The disciples are terrified, but also want 
to live this moment forever, making the glory-filled rock face their home. 

At once a cloud descends, obscuring things further, and God’s voice echoes down, 
“This is my Son, the Beloved, listen to him!” (Mark 9:7).  

It’s almost as though Jesus had exhausted all efforts to get the disciples to listen, and 
God had to spectacularly reiterate the importance of listening. I think it’s important to 
note that following God’s words, all the disciples could see was Jesus… 

by Rev. Lauren Wright Pittman 
Inspired by Mark 8:31-9:8 
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Meditation of the Week- Lent TWO 

 
Truth that Ricochets 

I went to a lecture once— 

An interfaith conversation with interfaith leaders. 

Whispers bounced off the church’s tile floors 

As people shuffled into place, 

Carrying hope alongside assumptions— 

Mixed into pockets like loose change. 

 

About halfway through the evening, 

A young woman in a blue hijab began speaking. 

She was the youngest person on the panel, 

Seated far to the left. You might almost miss her 

If you weren’t paying attention; 

But not here, not when she spoke. 

 

In quiet determination she told us of fear and persecution. 

She told us of hatred and racial slurs, 

Thrown at her people from car windows like bombs. 

It was a truth I did not know, 

And that truth ricocheted like sunlight 

through the cathedral windows, 

Touching almost everyone that day. 

 

Then a man in the back, who could 

have been me— 

Who has been me— 

Approached the microphone and said, 

“Your people are persecuted. You live in 

fear. You are battered by hate. 

If that is true, then why am I just now hearing about it? 

Why is your story not on the news? 



Why have you not spoken up about it?” 

And the air was still,  

partly because we held our breath in anticipation, 

And partly because the Spirit  

slows her dance when we stand at the edge of truth. 

The woman in the blue hijab leaned into the microphone 

And whispered with a quiet strength that 

can only come from years of practice: 

“We are screaming.” 

 

If there is one truth in my life 

That unfolds again and again, 

It is the need to listen. 

For again and again, I will try, 

with good intentions, 

To act and walk with love. 

But again and again, I will make mistakes. 

Again and again, I will say the wrong thing. 

Again and again, they will call me Peter, 

And again and again, they will be right. 

 

So again and again, 

I will pray for a truth that ricochets, 

For ears that will listen, 

And for space to hold truth. 

If people are screaming, 

And to be clear—people are screaming— 

I do not want to miss it. 

If you look back, you might remember when.  
 

Rev. Sarah Are 
 
  



In case you missed Tuesday’s edition of the Taranaki Daily News, here’s a 

reprint of their front page story featuring our very own Dean Jacqui. 
 

New Plymouth memorial service brings back memories 
of Christchurch earthquake for reverend 

Words Helen Harvey, Photos Simon O’Connor, ©Stuff NZ 
 

Taranaki Cathedral co-leader the Reverend Jacqui Paterson had never heard of survivor guilt 
until she experienced it. Ten years ago, Paterson was a vicar in the Christchurch Diocese. She 
had been sitting, talking to her assistant in Ashburton when, at 12.51pm on February 22, 2011, 
the 6.2 magnitude earthquake hit central Christchurch. 
 
‘’That day everything changed,” Paterson recalled, as New Zealand remembered the tragedy a 
decade on. 
 
In Christchurch, hundreds gathered to remember the 185 people who died, with Prime Minister 
Jacinda Ardern and Governor-General Dame Patsy Reddy both laying wreaths at the city's 
memorial wall. 
 
In New Plymouth, at 12.51pm, Paterson was taking a Ten Years On service at the Peace Hall in 
New Plymouth. The Taranaki Cathedral Church of St Mary is closed for earthquake 
strengthening, and Paterson used stones from around the building to symbolise the connection 
between the events in Christchurch and the work required. 
 
Although she had been an hour from Christchurch by road, she still experienced the after effects 
of the earthquake. Soon after the first tremor, Paterson took a communion church service for a 
group of elderly women. “You just sort of carried on.” 
 
During the communion service the bread is literally broken and held out, Paterson said, raising 
her arms out to demonstrate. But at that moment, the first major aftershock had hit. “It was the 
longest holding of bread I have 
ever had. I thought there’s no 
point panicking. These people 
are all on walkers, they’re not 
going to get out fast.” 

 
Paterson was only on the edge of 
the earthquake. ‘’I feel a bit 
counterfeit. But I know how it 
affected me. The feelings never 
go, it’s still there. I can visualise 
those moments. I remember 
thinking, I’m feeling so 

https://www.stuff.co.nz/national/124159110/the-christchurch-buildings-still-empty-10-years-after-the-february-quake?rm=a


discombobulated. What must it be like if you’re in the middle of it? Then there was the guilt. I’d 
never heard of survivor guilt, until I experienced it.” 
 
Paterson was supposed to take at a wedding, but the church was “munted”, so they had to hold 
it somewhere else. “I’ll never forget the rehearsal, just watching one of the wedding party take a 
phone call to hear that someone had died.’’ 
 
Then there was the stream of ‘’refugees’’ from Christchurch who came down SH1. 
 
“There was no petrol. There was no bread. Buildings were opening up to give people shelter. They 
were absolutely traumatised. Their lives destroyed. I’d never experienced anything like that 
before in my life.” 
 
Several people she cared for had been through the Blitz in London during World War II, she said. 
“They were re-traumatised, because it brought it all back. That’s not something I’d ever thought 
of before. We’re good at saying heal and move on, but no matter how well you’ve healed there’s a 
scar.” 
 
Paterson remembers one woman who had rushed out of Christchurch, her house flattened, 
‘’deciding with this that she’d had enough”. 
 
“Everyone was broken in different way. I had a son who it didn’t bother at all. I had another who 
had to stop watching TV because it was continuing to re-traumatise him.” 
 
Seeing Christ Church Cathedral for the first time after the earthquake was “surreal”, she said. 
Paterson had been ordained in the cathedral and all the “major things” in her priesthood 
happened there. It was a place she found sacred. 
 
“It was where we gathered, a part of our identity. It was a huge part of Christchurch’s identity. It 
gave me a real sense of how instable everything is. Like my son said: ‘There’s no safe places any 
more, Mum.’” 
 
Paterson reckons she had been complacent, part of the generation where nothing much 
happened, no world wars, and no major depressions. The earthquake brought a major paradigm 
shift in her way of thinking. 
 
“The old under the doorway trick didn’t work any longer, did it? Even the story of the three little 
pigs would have to change... 
what fell in Ashburton first? 
The double brick chimneys. 
Things I’d assumed, they 
don’t work any more.” 
 
Paterson emphasised she 
didn’t have the trauma of the 
people who were in 
Christchurch that day. “My 
job was about holding people 
who were devastated, rather 
than being that person 
myself.” 



 
ALT_Mary is a community of people committed to following Jesus amid the beauty 

and brokenness of life. It is a space for honest and open conversation. A place 

where we seek to encounter God through shared food, discussion, music, liturgy, 

and eucharist. ALT_Mary is a place where all are welcome and affirmed, 

regardless of gender, ethnicity or sexuality 

 

Over three Sundays, ALT_Mary: Lent will engage with art, poetry, film and music 

as part of our individual and collective journey through Lent. The A Sanctified 

Art team who created some of the resources we will use say this about Lent: 

 

In the season of Lent, we’re reminded that, again and again, suffering and brokenness find us. We doubt 
again, we lament again, we mess up again. Again and again, the story of Jesus on the cross repeats—every 
time lives are taken unjustly, every time the powerful choose corruption and violence, every time individuals 
forget how to love. With exacerbation we exclaim, “Again?! How long, O God?” And yet, in the midst of the 
motion blur chaos of our lives, God offers a sacred refrain: “I choose you, I love you, I will lead you to repair.” 
Again and again, God breaks the cycle and offers us a new way forward. 
 
In this season, we need rituals—both old and new—to remember and be transformed.  
 
This Lent, may God’s steadfast love cradle our laments. May God’s grace wash over our weariness. And may 
we bring all of who we are to God—trusting that God will meet us, time and again, along the way. 

 

Join us as we share food, reflect, pray, prepare and discuss how we take our 

own cross & live Christ's way of love & liberation. 

 

Got questions? Hit up Revd. Dan Lander (you can get hold of him through the 

Taranaki Cathedral office  75 83 111).  Follow us on Facebook 

@altmarychurch  and check out our ALT_Mary: Lent event page HERE. 

https://www.facebook.com/events/161896572215421/?acontext=%7B%22ref%22%3A%2252%22%2C%22action_history%22%3A%22%5b%7B%5C%22surface%5C%22%3A%5C%22share_link%5C%22%2C%5C%22mechanism%5C%22%3A%5C%22share_link%5C%22%2C%5C%22extra_data%5C%22%3A%7B%5C%22invite_link_id%5C%22%3A470397550788088%7D%7D%5d%22%7D
https://www.facebook.com/altmarychurch
https://fb.me/e/29zBZ6U7C


  



This week I had the extraordinary privilege of 

sharing lunch out at a local high school with a 

group of young ladies.  I had originally planned to 

be there on Ash Wednesday and had the moving 

liturgy from our Sanctified Art resource all ready.  

However, due to Covid restrictions we had to 

postpone our time together.  The words and 

prayers created for this time are so profound, I 

decided that they would still be relevant a week 

later.  As usual, this time together with these young 

disciples was most life-giving.  I am so grateful for 

the opportunity to nurture these young women and continue to be astonished at how in 

turn they feed my soul!  To have known them as little children and now to journey with 

them as they demonstrate grace and humility in a world, which, lets face it, is tricky to 

navigate, is the most profound experience. I don’t get to see them every Sunday, but 

these times carved out for us are a gift. 

 

I recently attended a Discipleship training webinar which has provided me much food for 

thought.  These young ladies served as a timely and gentle affirmation of how many 

people are involved in this way of Jesus.  I give thanks today for the countless people who 

give up their time to share their gifts, financially; with baking; with precious time 

volunteering in our Kids Ministry teams; making meals to share with those who have a 

need and quietly walking with our children and young adults.  It is good to be reminded 

that discipleship is not a one-off event that provides fun and sparkle for a bit and then is 

forgotten.  Rather what we are doing is “trying to follow the example of Jesus and make 

small deposits in the lives of people, building trust and growing relationships.” (Mike 

Stevens in “The Glue – Relationship as Connection for Effective Youth Ministry”) 

 

I believe disciples are handmade, not mass produced and I celebrate with thankfulness.  

We are so rich.  God has blessed us with each person in our 

midst. 
 

Arohanui 
Cath  
 
 



World Prayer Day 
We will be marking World Prayer Day this coming Friday (March 5th) with a service in the Interim 

Cathedral at 10am. All welcome. 
 
Lent & Easter 
A full list of our Lenten and Holy Week services can be found on our website and in the weekly E-
ffervesence newsletter.  
 
ALT_Mary:Lent 
This evening (7.30-9pm) is the first of three ALT_Mary:Lent gatherings. Join Dan, Mai and the 
team as they share food, engage with art, poetry, film and music, and reflect, pray and discuss 
taking up our own crosses and living Christ's way of love & liberation. 
 
Easter Youth Camp 
Young people interested in attending The Central Easter Camp can find information at 
www.ec.org.nz or speak to Cath (021 024 35698 and cath@taranakicathedral.org.nz) or Lance 
(lance@taranakianglican.org.nz) to find out more about joining Mosaic and registering for camp. 
 
Simnel Cakes Bakers Wanted  
Mothering Sunday is coming up on March 14th and 
as is tradition we will cut and share Simnel Cakes. 
If you can help by baking one for this year’s 
celebrations, please contact Virginia Wells on 
7512872 or 027 4322 682. 
 
3-layer Cotton Face Masks in a variety of 
colours, handmade by one of our parishioners, are 
for sale for $10 in the Office – all money raised 
will go towards the Pipe Organ Refurbishment 
Fund. 
 
Want To Be A Faith Crew Leader?  
Cath is still looking for a volunteer to help her run 
Faith Crew on Sundays at 10am. All you need is 
energy and enthusiasm – Cath will work alongside 
you and supply oodles of support and guidance. 
Call or email Cath (021 024 35698 and 
cath@taranakicathedral.org.nz) to find out more. 

http://www.ec.org.nz/
mailto:cath@taranakicathedral.org.nz
mailto:lance@taranakianglican.org.nz
mailto:cath@taranakicathedral.org.nz


 



 



Genesis 17:1-7, 15-16 
When Abram was ninety-nine years old, the Lord appeared to Abram, and said to 
him, “I am God Almighty; walk before me, and be blameless. And I will make my 
covenant between me and you, and will make you exceedingly numerous.” Then 
Abram fell on his face; and God said to him, 
“As for me, this is my covenant with you: You shall be the ancestor of a multitude of 
nations. No longer shall your name be Abram, but your name shall be Abraham; for I 
have made you the ancestor of a multitude of nations. I will make you exceedingly 
fruitful; and I will make nations of you, and kings shall come from you. 
God said to Abraham, “As for Sarai your wife, you shall not call her Sarai, but Sarah 
shall be her name. I will bless her, and moreover I will give you a son by her. I will 
bless her, and she shall give rise to nations; kings of peoples shall come from her.” 
 
 

Psalm 22: 16- end 
You who fear the Lord, praise him! All you offspring of Jacob, glorify him; stand in 

awe of him, all you offspring of Israel! 

For he did not despise or abhor the affliction of the afflicted; he did not hide his face 
from me, but heard when I cried to him. 

From you comes my praise in the great congregation; my vows I will pay before those 
who fear him. 

The poor shall eat and be satisfied; those who seek him shall praise the Lord. May 
your hearts live forever! 

All the ends of the earth shall remember and turn to the Lord; and all the families of 
the nations shall worship before him. 

For dominion belongs to the Lord, and he rules over the nations. 

To him, indeed, shall all who sleep in the earth bow down; before him shall bow all 
who go down to the dust, and I shall live for him. 

Posterity will serve him; future generations will be told about the Lord, 

and proclaim his deliverance to a people yet unborn, saying that he has done it. 

 

 



Romans 4:13-25 

For the promise that he would inherit the world did not come to Abraham or to his 
descendants through the law but through the righteousness of faith. If it is the 
adherents of the law who are to be the heirs, faith is null and the promise is void. For 
the law brings wrath; but where there is no law, neither is there violation. For this 
reason it depends on faith, in order that the promise may rest on grace and be 
guaranteed to all his descendants, not only to the adherents of the law but also to 
those who share the faith of Abraham (for he is the father of all of us, as it is written, 
“I have made you the father of many nations”) —in the presence of the God in whom 
he believed, who gives life to the dead and calls into existence the things that do not 
exist. Hoping against hope, he believed that he would become “the father of many 
nations,” according to what was said, “So numerous shall your descendants be.” He 
did not weaken in faith when he considered his own body, which was already as good 
as dead (for he was about a hundred years old), or when he considered the 
barrenness of Sarah’s womb. No distrust made him waver concerning the promise of 
God, but he grew strong in his faith as he gave glory to God, being fully convinced 
that God was able to do what he had promised. Therefore his faith “was reckoned to 
him as righteousness.” 
 
Now the words, “it was reckoned to him,” were written not for his sake alone, but for 
ours also. It will be reckoned to us who believe in him who raised Jesus our Lord from 
the dead, who was handed over to death for our trespasses and was raised for our 
justification. 

 
Mark 9:2-10 

Six days later, Jesus took with him Peter and James and John, and led them up a high 
mountain apart, by themselves. And he was transfigured before them, and his clothes 
became dazzling white, such as no one on earth could bleach them. And there 
appeared to them Elijah with Moses, who were talking with Jesus. Then Peter said to 
Jesus, “Rabbi, it is good for us to be here; let us make three dwellings, one for you, 
one for Moses, and one for Elijah.” He did not know what to say, for they were 
terrified. Then a cloud overshadowed them, and from the cloud there came a voice, 
“This is my Son, the Beloved; listen to him!” Suddenly when they looked around, they 
saw no one with them anymore, but only Jesus. 
 
As they were coming down the mountain, he ordered them to tell no one about what 
they had seen, until after the Son of Man had risen from the dead. So they kept the 
matter to themselves, questioning what this rising from the dead could mean. 

 



 
SUNDAY 28 February 
2nd Sunday in Lent 
Gen 17:1-7,15-16  Ps 22:23-31  
Rom 4:13-25   Mark 8:31-38  
 
Morning Prayer:     
Ps 105:1-6,37-45  
Isa 51:1-11   Gal 3:1-9,23-29  
 
Evening Prayer:    Ps 135*  
Gen 12:1-9   Heb 11:1-3,8-
16  
  
MONDAY  1 March 
David, Patron Saint of Wales 
Dan 9:4-10   Ps 79:8-9,11,13  
Luke 6:36-38  
 
Morning Prayer:     Ps (26),32  
Jer 7:21-end   John 6:41-51  
   
Evening Prayer:    Ps (70),74  
Gen 43:16-end   Heb 1  
      
TUESDAY  2 March 
Carl Sylvius Völkner, Priest, and 
Mokomoko, Rangatira, Opotiki, 1865, 
symbols for reconciliation 
Isa 1:10,16-20   Ps 50:8,16-end  
Matt 23:1-12  
 
Morning prayer:     Ps 50  
Jer 8:1-15    John 6:52-59  
 
Evening prayer:    Ps 52,(53,54)  
Gen 44:1-17   Heb 2:1-9  
 
WEDNESDAY 3 March 
John Wesley, Preacher, 1791, and Charles 
Wesley, Poet, 1788 
Jer 18:18-20   Ps 31:5-6,16-20  
Matt 20:17-28  

Morning prayer:    Ps 35  
Jer 8:18-9:11   John 6:60-end  
 
Evening prayer:    Ps 3,(51)  
Gen 44:18-end   Heb 2:10-end  
   
THURSDAY  4 March 
Jer 17:5-10   Ps 1  
Luke 16:19-end  
 
Morning Prayer:    Ps 34  
Jer 9:12-24   John 7:1-13   
   
Evening Prayer:     Ps 71  
Gen 45:1-15   Heb 3:1-6  
 
FRIDAY  5 March 
Gen 37:3-4,12-13, 17-28  
Ps 105:16-22   
Matt 21:33-43,45-46  
 
Morning Prayer:    Ps (40),41  
Jer 10:1-16   John 7:14-24   
   
Evening Prayer Ps 6,(38)  
Gen 45:16-end   Heb 3:7-end  
  
    
SATURDAY 6 March 
Micah 7:14-15,18-20  
Ps 103:1-4,9-12  
Luke 15:1-3,11-end  
 
Morning Prayer:     Ps (3),25  
Jer 10:17-24   John 7:25-36  
   
Evening Prayer:    Ps 23,(27)  
Gen 46:1-7,28-end  Heb 4:1-13    
  
 


